KABLOONA

the South Sea islands I have known natives to do sixty
miles through the bush and across rivers in order to trade for
matches they furiously desired because the matches had red

heads*

Everything about the Eskimo astonishes the white man, and
everything about the white man is a subject of bewilderment for
the Eskimo. Our least gesture seems to him pure madness, and
our most casual and insignificant act may have incalculable
results for him. Let but a Post Manager say to an Eskimo,
"Here is a package of needles for your wife/ and he will have
started in that obscure consciousness, which I hesitate to call a
mind, a train of questions and ruminations that may lead any-
where. The free gift is unknown among the Eskimos: better yet,
it is incomprehensible to them. Had the white man' said, 'Lend
me your wife in exchange/ the Eskimo would have understood.
An exchange is normal; a gift passes his understanding. It sets
his thoughts going. It is amoral. He will not thank the white
man. He will go back to his igloo and ruminate. 'Since the
white man has given me these needles/ he will in effect say to
himself, 'it must be that he does not want them; and if he does
not want his treasures, why should not I have them?* From that
day forth, this Eskimo will be a different man. He will begin
by despising the white man, and soon he will plan cunningly to
exploit him. Since the white man has proved himself a fool,
why not? So the Eskimo becomes a liar and a cheat. A single
generous impulse on the part of the white man has started the
moral disintegration of a native.

*

There is no learning to know the Eskimo through an exchange
of ideas. Properly speaking, the Eskimo does not think at all.
He has no capacity for generalization. He cannot explain him-
self to you nor can he explain his people. When you have lived
with his people you discover that each incident observed, each
event in which you have participated, adds something to your
knowledge of them; and if you do not end by knowing them
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